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"She's a widow. Her husband was exiled to Siberia, but
he ran away; two years ago he died in Europe of con-
sumption.15
"Is she younger than you?"
"Six years older. I am very much indebted to her. Wait
till you hear her play. That's her piano. And many of
these things are hers. The books are mine."
"Where does she live?"
"Everywhere," he answered with a smile. "Wherever
they need a courageous person, there she is."
"Does she also go in for—this work?"
"Oh yes!" he answered.
Soon he went away, and the mother began to think
about "this work", and about the people who were calmly
and persistently devoting themselves to it day after day.
And she felt dwarfed by them, as one feels dwarfed by a
mountain at night.
At about noon a tall handsome woman in a black dress
rang the bell. When the mother opened the door the
woman dropped her little yellow satchel on the floor and
grasped the mother's hand.
"I suppose you are Pavel Mikhailovich's mother?" she
said.
"Yes," answered the mother, discomfited by the wo-
man's fine clothes.
"You are just as I imagined you would be. My brother
wrote me that you were coming here to live," said the
woman as she took off her hat in front of the mirror. "I
have been a friend of Pavel Mikhailovich's for a long
time. He told me about you."
Her voice was husky and she spoke slowly, but her
movements were quick and strong. In striking contrast to
the youth of her grey eyes were the fine little lines that
could be traced at her temples, and the grey hair shining
above the delicate shells of her ears.
"I'm hungry!" she announced. "I'd like a cup of
coffee."
"I'll make it," said the mother. "Did you say Pavel had

